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HERR BAUER
I first met him at a party in Nice in those hectic and uncertain days
shortly before the war when the majority of the foreign residents of the
French Riviera were bent on making the most of an agreeable way of
life which was bound to come to a sticky end in the near future.
A few of the German and Jewish refugees who could afford it had
drifted down to the south of France. They told grisly tales of police
brutality and persecution, but Bauer, though he let it be known that
he, too, was a refugee, never indulged in sensational revelations. This
conservative attitude was in keeping with his judicious and well-balanced
personality. He was one of those rare people whQ radiate confidence
in better things to come, one of those people whose alert countenance
suggests broad knowledge and varied interests.
There is something immensely gratifying about an intelligent face,
especially when softened by the light of humor. Bauer had such a face,
a face both keen and kindly, devoid of any signs of prejudice or meanness. His outward appearance, enhanced by faultlessly tailored suits,
elegant neckties and expensive shoes, was that of the continental
gentleman.
Everyone knew and liked Bauer, and Bauer was very fond of people.
In the circumstances, no one was surprised to find him at every genial
gathering up and down the coast. He had beautiful manners and spoke
fluent French. When called upon to entertain, he never failed to tell
an amusing story~ A,mong his most endearing characteristics was a warmhearted generosity. He was always ready to help, always ready to give
encouraging"advice to those who asked for it. He never came to anyone's
house empty-handed; never, that is, without a bouquet of flowers or
a bottle of rare vintage wine. There were those who abused his kindness,
who kept borrowing money from him and called him a bit daft into the
bargain. But he "appeared unaware of this. He merely chuckled when
someone warned him against opportunists. The only fault one could
~d with Bauer was that, now and then, in the middle of the wildest
gaiety, he would retreat to a dark comer and remain by himself for the
rest of the evening in melancholy meditation.

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1962

1

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 32 [1962], Iss. 3, Art. 26

202

JOHN SKOLLE
,

~

The party at which I first met him took place in the residential section
of Cimiez, above Nice, in a pink villa with a breath-taking view of the
Bay of the Angels. The host and hostess, Mr. and Mrs. Weinstein of
Berlin, received their guests near the bar by the swimming pool under
a bright full moon and rows of twinkling Chinese lanterns. They were
gentle people, patrons of the arts. I knew most of their friends: Rankin,
the American biologist on sabbatical leave; Van der Holst, the Dutch
sculptor who fashioned monsters out of bits of wire, fabric, string and
driftwood; Ostrakhov, a dispossessed cattle baron from the Ukraine;
Rollo Deering, the Englishman who had irrefutable proof of a vast
treasure in Brazil and who assured us that "all it takes to find it is
money." There was Anette, the model; Sigrun, the poetess; Gupta, a
Hindu from C~lcutta who was plotting the downfall of the British
Empire. Also present were a number of perfectly respectable but dull
people, and Gibson-pronounced Teepsong by the French contingent.a veteran alcoholic of the Cote d'Azur.
I was talking to Anette when Bauer came up to the bar. She asked
me who he was but I didn't know at the time. 1 Maria Weinstein introduced us. He immediately turned on the charm and before I knew it he
was' doing as smooth a tango with Anette as I had seen this side ,of
Monte Carlo. Watching.them was stich a pleasure that I didn't mind
biscutting in. When they returned he urged us both to join him for a
drink. His current lady-love came tripping up and linked her arm into
his. We all made ourselves comforta~le among the cannas- and the
~ a .

''What a lovely gardenl" Anette commented. "Imagine all the work
that has gone into itl"
_
"Yes," said Bauer, "it reminds me of the man who was digging and
weeding in the neglected garden of a vicarage wnen the vicar came by
and said: 'It is wonderful· what the hand of man can do with a piece
of earth with the aid of Divine Providence'-to which the gardener
replied: 'Sir, you should have seen this place when Divine Providence
had it all to itself~'"
"Sillyboyl'i Jibed Bauer's paramour-who could not have been more
wrong, for Ba\1er was anything but silly. The mere fact that he never
talked about himself indicated a high degree of intelligence.
Since it was not the custom to ask personal questions, no one knew
anything about Bauer's bl:!ckground nor what, precisely, he was doing
in the South of France. This led to gossip and speculation. What some
interpreted as secretiveness, others lauded as discretion. Curiosity,
'-
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rather than ill-will, prompted the gossip. The amiable Bauer could
hardly be suspected of leading a double life. If there was anything
shady about him, then he, of all the adventurers who lived by their
wits, certainly was the most refined. He readily entered into the spirit
of any amusing absurdity and delighted in discussing subjects and
personalities that were tabu in Hitler's Germany: Schonberg, surrealism, Hermann Hesse, Palestine. . . . He steered clear of politics. He
never got into those heated discussions over insoluble issues which
leave one with such an empty and hopeless feeling. He was out to
enjoy life, and, judging by the number of ravishing girls who flocked
to his side, he succeeded very well.
When Gupta's wife, Ashvani, appeared at the edge of the swimming
pool to dance, Bauer knew all about the ancient legen.d of Hanuman,
the Monkey God, who ordered his hordes to bridge the gap between
India and Ceylon in order to aid Prince Rama in the rescue of his
beloved, Sita, from the clutches of the demon Ravana.
Ashvani danced the theme with subtle mastery. The contrast of the
graceful movements of her lithe and sensuous body with the fierce
monkey mask she wore created a sensational effect.
There was much drinking, lively conversation and delicious food.
The Weinstein party was a succes fou.
Bauer and I became good friends. He was well-informed about the
arts and cultural history and talked with ease about all aspects of
civilized life without being in the least pompous. Nor did he show
.~ any of the petty caution which makes some people hesitate to indulge
in the more abandoned phase of a party in the small hours of the
morning. His natural inclination was to devote himself to a night's
carousing to the dizzy end.
The girls adored Bauer. He had the patience to listen forever to
their nonsensical chatter and to take seriously their little daily tragedies
while be observed the tantalizing attributes-the painted eyes, the
softly pouting lips, the little lies and phony gestures-that make
women eternally fascinati~g.
Bauer and I met at the casino, at parties, concerts, exhibitions. He
always had somethingiiltelligent to say, he was often full of enthusiasm
abouf an obscure book, always good for a laugh. There was nothing
more stimulating than an afternoon in Bauer's company. He had the
ability·to reassure one of the importance of nonutilitarian interests,
of the value ofwit and imagination, knowledge for its own sake, irony
and conversation. His money, wherever it came from, was not a power
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in his hands, nor a m~ns to impress people. He spent it freely, as
freely on his comforts as on charities and whims. In the presence of
his kindliness and his brilliant mind one never dreamed that there
was a darker side to Bauer. And yet there were those moments of
depression. How could they 'be explained? I reasoned that they were
none of my business, that the most logical explanation was a woman
in his past. On the other hand, his present associations with women
were utterly devoid of desperation and did not suggest that he was
trying to forget any of them. Perhaps his sudden moods were no
more than momentary reflections upon the short duration of life, the
frailities of human existence. Perhaps they were merely hangovers.
One morning as I walked down Boulevard Victor Hugo I caught
sight of Bauer a short distance ahead of me. My first impulse was to
catch up with him~ Then I noticed the woman by his side. There was
nQthing unusual 'hbout seeing Bauer in the company of a lady. What
struck me was that. she was not his type. He was deferential toward
her in spite of her thick ankles,. and he walked beside her with an
unmistakably sheepish air. Now, I had seen Bauer help a dishevelled
old woman cross the street with the utmost gallantry. This one seemed
neither in need of help nor attractive. I couldn't imagine where, she
fit in.
Five minutes later we met at the bank. Bauer greeted me cordially
as I joined the queue at the window next to his. By the time it took
him to stash away the money he had withdrawn I judged it to be an
inordinately large amount. His line had moved faster than mine. He
waved goodbye to me with some embarassment, I thought. He had
not introduced me to his companion.
The next day he came to my place, bearing a bottle of Veuve Cliquot.
"What is the occasion?" I asked. "Your birthday? Or Peace For Our
Time?"
"Nothing of the sort," said Bauer. "I feel lowe YQu an apology.
I realize that I was frightfully rude when I saw you yesterday. Too
. preoccupied with worldly affairs, I am afraid. Please forgive me."
I got the nearest thing to champagne-glasses I possessed. He Bopped
the cork and w~ drank his favorite toast: "Over the hot sands."
Bauer bubbled over with amusing small talk while we lowered the
bottle. Before he left he made me promise to meet him at a party
later that week. I put away the glasses and wondered why he had not
said a word about the woman who had been with him in the bank.
.>

I
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Not that I was seriously concerned. Bauer was my friend. I had no
reason to suspect that he was engaged in anything secretive or illegal.
Then Gupta put that flea in my ear. I had run into him on the
Promenade des Anglais. We rent~d a couple of deck chairs and sat in '
the sun, facing the bay. Presently, Gupta said in his whiny, humorless
way: "You are seeing lately' a lot of Bauer"-adding, with a slow,
cunning look: "I advise being careful."
"Careful? What do you mean? Why should I have to be careful?"
"Perhaps you don't know these things," Gupta said. "Living in
perpetual uncertainty, as we do, one becomes more observant of imminent danger."
,
This still didn't answer my question. I asked him: "What in the
world are you talking about?" ,
Gupta shrugged his shoulders and spread the palms of his hands:
"This Bauer, he is outwardly all smiles, but yesterday I see him
with another man, not smiling, sitting in the back at the Cafe Royal"
"So," I said, "what's unusual about that?"
Gupta looked pained.
"Unusual is the other man/' he emphasized, as one would with an
idiot. "Bauer's superior, I presume. He is German, and very angry,
and Bauer, he is very pale."
I didn't believe a word of it.
"Gupta," I said, "for ,Shiva's sake, are you trying to tell me that
Bauer is some kind of a spy?"
,"I am not saying anything," said the Hindu.
I was furious.
"Not saying anything? You have just about demolished Bauerl"
I took my lea've and called Anette to come and have a drink with
me around five:
She looked lovely in a falsely, casual cocktail dress. After a routine
flirtation of ten minutes I asked her pointblank: "What do you think
of Bauer?"
Her long lashes fluttered briefly.
"Bauer?" she repeated, as if she couldn't recall the name, then:
"Oh, yes, I like him. Don't you? I think he is very amusing."
I wasn't quite satisfied with her bland attitude. I stroked her wrist
and tried again.
"You haven'~ ever had a funny feeling about him?"
Innocence is the condition which all women can convey most suc-
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cessfully with the least effort. Anette was no exception to this rule.
Shelooked at me wide-eyed.
•
"A funny feeling? In what way?"
I told her about my conversation with Gupta. She listened with
growing interest. When I had finished, she said: "Perhaps I shouldn't
tell you this, but one day last summer I had to go to the Prefecture de
Police. I had lost my birth certificate and they gave me the old runaround from one office to the other. It was hot and I was tired.
Anyway, I was going down a long corridor and there, coming out of
one of the private offices, was Bauer. I am sure he saw me, but I had
the impression that he did not wish to be recognized. He looked
worried, perhaps because he was with Raymond d'Alancourt, the head
of the local Croix de Feu. I haven't the slightest idea what business
Bauer had with a man of Raymond d'Alancourt's political affiliations.
All I can say is that he didn't seem tQ be happy." .
For the first time a shadow of doubt crossed my mind. Could it be
that Bauer played some sort of a double game after all?
I next saw him at a Bohemian affair in Van der Holst's studio. Some
of the SCUlptor's "monsters" hUQg from the ceiling. The walls were
covered with e~vagantpaintings and the shelves crammed with
books in five languages. At one end of the room stood a huge table
laden with exotic dishes and a great bowl of rice. Several of the guests,
male and female, were improvising,dances to the African music which
emanated from a phonograph in the sink. In the darker recesses of the
studio se~i-nudes reclined on colorful pillows among bottles and
incense. Rankin was softening up Sigrun with barely veiled biological
talk while two newcomers exchanged ~otes on their escape from
Germany. The dancers swayed to the jungle rhythm and Jeepsong
wandered' hither and thither among the crowd in an advanced state
of be!ltitude.
"Ah, mon cheri" Bauer hailed me from his corner. "Welcome to
this bacchanalian feastl I can highly recommend the rijstafe1 Van
def Holst has made for us. Help yourself and come on over."
It seemed incredible that this carefree fellow had been hobnobbing
with political extremists; incredible that there should be anything
questionable about a man who so obviously loved life, good food and
cheerful company.
. The party lasted until four in the morning. In the measure in which
inhibitions were shed,.hidden opinions and observations came to the
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surface .It was while Ostrakhov was doing a kasatzka with Bauer that
Abie Reichmann; the painter, came up to me to whisper in my ear:
"Stay away from that friend of yours. He is a dangerous character."
Bauer, a dangerous character? I turned to Reichmann.
"What kind of a dangerous character?"
.The painter didn't hear me as he strode away.
Following Van der Holst's party the rumor spread that Bauer was
a German agent. I felt sick about the whole thing; sick because suspicion .:... unjustified in my opinion - had gained ground so rapidly;
sick because so decent a fellow as Bauer had become the victim of a
vicious whispering campaign.
Did he know what was going on? I had no way of telling. He was
as f#endlyas ever towards me, but he didn't look well and some of
his natural gaiety was missing when we met. I debated with myself
whether to ask him outright if he knew what was being said about him.
In the end I decided to let things take their course. Little by little
Bauer was dropped by his friends until he found himself completely
ostracized. But now it hardly seemed to matter. The soc:iallife of the
C6te d' Azur was petering out. A pall of fear descended upon the playground of Europe. Many of the foreign residents left hurriedly for
their respective homelands. Hitler's armies invaded Poland. Soon,
Holland and Belgium were smashed. Northern France was occupied,
leaving the Maginot Line in the rear. Like a man-made plague, years
of terror and brutality darkened the world.

It was some time after the war before I had an opportunity to return
to the south of France. The turquoise Mediterranean had not changed,
but there were ugly pillboxes among the orange trees, the cost of living
had gone up and people were less cordial.· I was wary of going back
to my-()l~ haunts, cautious. even of inquiring about my old frie~ds.
They had undoubtedly changed, even as I had in the intervening years.
I sat in this mood of inde9ision on the terrace of the Hotel Negresco
when someone came up from behind me and placed a ·smaU hand
against my cheek. Out of the comer of my eye I recognized a· familiar
figure.
"AnetteI I am so glad to see youl"
She sat down beside me, the same as ever, perhaps even more beautiful than before now that she had become a little more mature. For
a few minutes we just looked at each other, happy about this sudden
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encounter after the war years. With the help of several drinks we
revived the bright days and the reckless nights we had enjoyed together;
the picnics in the hills near Roquebilliere, the outings to Villefranche
and Cannes, the carnivals in Nice, the endless parties.
"Did you know that Rankin's system worked? The biological
approach, I mean? He and Sigrun got married," Anette informed me.
"And Ostrakhov; do you remember him? He went to Australia to raise
sheep. The Weinsteins have settled in England, and Rollo had a windfall and organized an expedition to look for his treasure in Brazil. Of
course, no one has heard from him since, but I am sure he will tum
up again one of these days."
"\¥hat ever happened to Bauer?" I asked Anette.
She didn't hesitate th.is time. She remembered him very well, with
a guilty feeling, as I did.
"That's a sad story," she said. "Bauer was among the first to be
singled out by the Gestapo at the pme of the Occupation. He was
shot without trial. You see, Gupta was right. Bauer was a German
agent, assigned to furni~h data on refugees. But he began to appreciate
good company, and the easy life of the Riviera undermined his Nazi
orientation. Instead of giving harmful information about the people
he encountered, he learned to love them. This, the Gestapo could
not condone. He had ~led in his mission, and he was forced to pay
the penalty."
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